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Chap. 33..Face to Face.
In the cool of the evening I knocked at

Dr. Crackenthorpe's front door. No one

answering.his one servant was gadding,
probably.I tried the handle, found it to
be on the latch only, and walked in. The
house wns quiet as a desert, save that
from the Doctor's private consulting room,
as he called it, issued a little, weak, snoring
sound.

I paused In the dusky passage before
tapping at the elosed door of tnis room.

The whole place was faintly stringent with
th<> atmosphere that comes from a poor
habit of ventilation.an atmosphere llko
that emitted from crumbling old leatber-
bohnd folios, conflict of dry wisdom within
and dry rot without. A ragged strip of
carpet, so trodden up its middle to the
very string as to give the Impression of a

clrder-path running between chilly flower¬
ing borders, climbed the flight of stairs
before me. and. stretching itself upon the
landing above In an exhausted condition,
seemed trying to blossom out afresh in a

meagre spot of light that fell through a lit¬
tle window In the wall uo bigger than a

loop-hole.
In the shallow alcove to one side of me

stood a gaunt and voiceless old grandfather
clock, whose single hand, ironically smitten,
it seemed, with paralysis in the very act
of delivering the least of its strokes, point
ed forever at the hour after midday, as if
to Insist that time and tide were all one
to it now.
A gas-browned bust of Pitt, rendered

ridiculous by a perfect skull-cap of dust,
stood on a bracket over a door opposite
ard a few anatomical prints of dark and
melancholv cast broke the monotony of the
yollow walls.
Rendered none the less depressed in my

errand by these dismal surroundings, I
pulled ni self together and tapped roundly
011 the Doctor's door. No response fol¬
lowed. I knocked again and again, with¬
out result. At length I turned the handle
and stepped of my own accord into th*
room.
He ^as { at the table, half his body

.Thawed it and an empty tumbler
»v! .c of Ills hands. A shift ot
gray light slanting through the window fell
upon him lying, thus, and would have made
a very melodramic picture of him, were It
not for the snoring gasps and gurgles that
spoiled its romantic side.
Overhead, the row of murderers' busts

looked down upon him with every variety
of unclean expression, and seemed to prick
their ears with sightless rapture over that
bestial music of his soul. j
The doors of a high cabinet, that in other

brief visits I had never seen but cloaelv1
locked, now stood open behind him, reveal-

row upon row of shelves, whereon hun-
Is or coins of many metals lay nicelv
anged upon cotton wool. A few of these

uibo lay about him on the table, and it
was evident that a drunken slumber had

collection review,n« his mighty
So deep was he in stupor that It was not

h
hammered and shook the very tablethat he so much as stirred, and "it was

had slipped round and jogged
to^iSf 7 0a the 'Sb0uldei' that be came

i Then,.he, dra&ged 'tis long body uo swnv

i&a. teK&SB1
ONE WOMAN'S ODD CALLING.
Miss Minnie Rose Helps to Make

Gambling Difficult by Her
Occupation.

S"e a,
a t lnlsher in a Card Man¬

ufactory.
The advice of the experts In women's

employment of the experts l« women's
trade to which women do not naturally
gravitate, and which is not overcrowded,
if high wages are desired. The making of
playing cards would se^m to be a trade
having the former characteristics, but lack¬
ing the latter. There are only three playing
card factories In New York, and they sup-

MISS MINNIE ROSE.

ply almost the entire demand for playing
cards in this country. Less than a thou¬
sand women are engaged In the industry,
and yet the highest wages any of them gets
Is J a week. Miss Minnie Rose is one of
these. She Is an expert "finisher."
"Finishing, says Miss Rose, "requires a

great deal of experience. You have to have
trery quick eyes. You must be able to detect
the very slightest Imperfection in the de¬
sign on the back of a card. Gamblers only
use a deck of cards once, and if there were
the slightest difference In the backs of any
two cards they might be accused of cfleat-
!ng. A finisher must examine about 10,000

ro. me to the scattered coins and back
again.
Suddenly he scrambled to his feet and

backed from me.
"Thieves!" he yelled. "Thieves!"

?vi »kat'll do," I said, cooJly. "I'm not the
¦'n-k »

house, Dr. Crackenthorpe."
>> lint are you doing here?"-he cried in ft

rurious voice. "How did you get In? What
do you want?"

"I want a word with you.I'll tell vou
wnat when you're quieter. As to getting
in. j knocked half a dozen times and could
get no answer. So I walked In."

nrse the baggage!" he muttered. "Can't
up^n .one of them? 1,11 ttoist her

pretty neck for this."
tc t

twist nothing on my account.
H j

failed to catch you now I would
dogged y°u *"or the opportunity."

ipn<rh' 't, is it?" he said, with a
laugh and a savage sneer.- "Well, state
your business and be off."
He spoke ferociously, but on the instant,

seeing my eye caught by something lying
on that part of the table his body had cov¬
ered, dived for it and had It In his grasp.
Then with a backward sweep of his hand

me
cabinet doors and stood facing

''Now, sir," he said.
r»r. Crackenthorpe," I answered "you

wont cowe me by brutality or bully mo
away from my purpose. I'm a better man
than you and a stronper, I believe; but I
wont begin by threatening."
in^nd'.Qh.m'3 Ve.7vklrul" he Put ,n mock-

bett"r eom«to

Wt"'»

alir-hat 1 iQtend t0 kceP there- Is that

ra.e0 J"ou stole from my father.
Don t take the trouble to deny It."

'I don't take any trouble on your ac-
my £°°d fellow. It's a cameo, as

you very properly obsehre, but it happens
to belong to me.
"By thieving, I'll swear. Now, Dr. Crack¬

enthorpe, I intend to make you disgorgethat cameo, together with one or two other

oveyr°tUoVrou°"rCed my father lnt0 haud"

t1© said, in the same jeering tone.
I- urther than that, I Intend to p5t a stophere and at once to that blackmailing pro-

yeu8rs"°UTe carrled on for a number of

"Blackmaillng's a very good word. It im¬
plies a reciprocity of interests. And how
are you poing to do all this?"
"lou shall hear at the assizes, maybe "

He gave a laugh-quite rich for him-
walked to the table, picked up deliberately

« k.118 +
8trewn there; stepped to

the cabinet, deposited all therein; shut and
locked It and put the key In his pocket.I>ow Mr. Bookbinder," he said, facing
wnp«gah?'t "xou've a very pretty Intelli¬
gence; but you've not acquired in London
that knowledge of the nine points of the
law, without which the tenth is empty
talk. Here s a truism, also, that's escaped
your matured observation, and it's called
'Be sure of youi- facts before vou sneak '"

-wm.n n0t?'UI crled' contemptuously.
,8ee" Elen a Crlchton may suffer

trifling lapses of memtfry. Let me lead
yours back to that melancholy moraine of
your departure from the parent nest Let
me recall to you the gist of a fPW sentences
that passed between your father and my-

cards every day. If she lets one ever so
slightly imperfect slip through she's likely
to lose her Job. The other day in our shop
a woman who had worked there for ten
years was discharged for letting one card go
through. No one but a gambler or a card
maker could have detected the flaw. The
boss said he'd have excused her if she had
been a new hand, but an old hand ought to
know better."
The advantage of card making is that it

is not season work. "In most trades," says
the card maker, you have a lot of work for
a few months, and then nothing at all until
rhe season begins again. Of course, you
have your idle time to do something' else,
but I'd rather work at something that is
steady. At card making you work right
along all the year round. You hardly ever
have more than two weeks off. Of course,
it is fearfully monotonous and it's tiresome!
But most of the girls seem to like It. It's
clean work and It's steady, and the pay Is
very good. There are women In our fac¬
tory who have worked there steadily for
eighteen years."

HER VIEW OF CURRENCY,
The distinguished guest of the Woman's

Club was an old-fashioned man who had
not believed in the new order of things
feminine. He was prepared, however, to
reform his opinions. He had a receptive
mind, and he had been assured on high
authority that the organized woman was
a much more brilliant and progressive
person than her unorganized sister, whom
he had known almost exclusively. Con¬
sequently when he was invited.beinp a
prominent financier, with views on the
subject of the comparative value of gold
and silver.to address the club on the ratio
of currency he accepted. The president
undertook to Introduce him.
"I am sure," she said, "that we will

listen to this paper on the ratio of cur¬
rency with great interest. All of us have
suffered so In the effort to translate Amer¬
ican dollars and cents Into English pounds
and shillings and French francs and into
florins and thalers and all sorts of foreign
money, and now, just when the Summer
exodus is about to begin, the talk will be
particularly helpful."
Then she sat down, and the distinguished

financier with a paper to read on the ratio
of currency declares that there was not «

dissenting smile or Interrogatory look on
the face of a solitary "well-informed" club
woman.

Girdles designed, for the especial delecta¬
tion of the "fluffy" Summer girl are of
medallions of turquoise blue enamel, set in
glit filigree frames and attached flexibly to
one another. *

self prior to the advent of your amiablebrother, who was so hard on you. Somemention of a lost trifle was made then, 1believe, and permission given me to keep ItIf I happened to alight upon It. \ Wasn'tthat so?"
"I can remember something of the sort,"I muttered, gloomily."Ah! so far, so good. Now, supposingthat lost trifle were the very trinket yourmost observant eyes Just now caught sightof? I don't say it was; but we will pre¬sume so, for the sake of argument.suppos¬ing it were; should I not be entitled toconsider it my own?"
"You may be lying." I said, angrily."Probably you are. Where did you findit?"
"That Is as much outside the question as

your very offensive manner."
"You've always been the bane of ourhouse. What do I care what you thinkof my manner? The sharper it cuts, thebetter pleased am I. You've worked uponmoods and weaknesses of the old man with

your Infernal cunninp and got him under
your thumb, as you think. Don't be too
sure. You'll find an enemy of very differ¬ent calibre in me. There's a law for black¬mailers, though you mayn't think it."He cocked his head on one side a mo¬
ment, like a vile carrion crow; then camesoftly and pushed a lean finger at mybreast.
"And a law for fratricides," he saidquietly
I laughed so disdainfully that he forgothimself on the Instant In a wild burst offury.
"Toad! Filthy, poisonous viper! heyelled. "You think to combat me with

your pitiful little sword of brgss! Have I
overlooked your Insolence, d'ye think?
Speak a word further.one word, you pes¬tilent dog, and I'll smash you body and
soul, as I smash this glass!"In his rabid frenzy he actually seized
and threw upon the floor the tumbler fromwhich he had lately been drinking, and.
putting his heavy heel on it, crushed it
Into a thousand fragments. The very shat¬tering sound seemed to goad him to ad¬ditions! fury. He Jorked, he mowt-d at mo;he almost foamed at the mouth In a pas¬sion he could hardly give articulate ex¬
pression to.
"Oh!" he moaned, his breath chatteringlike a dry leaf in the wind, "I'll be even

with you, my friend.I'll be even with
you! You dare.you dare.you dare! You,the poor dependent on my bounty, whom I
could wither with a word. The law youcall upon so glibly has a long arm for mur¬
derers. You think a little lapse of yearshas made you safe".he laughed wildly."safe? Holy saints in heaven! I've onlyto step over to the police station.five inln-
utpg.and you're laid by the heels and a
pretty collar weaving for your neck!"
He checked himself in the torrent of his

rasre and lifted his hand menacingly.
"Harkee!" he cried. "I can do that and

at a word I would! Now, d'ye set your
little tin plate against my bludgeon?"
"Yes," I said.
He seemed to doubt my answer, as If his

ears had misinterpreted it, for he went on;
"If you value your life keep out of my

way Let there be no misunderstandingabout It. Take the lesson tfroni your father,
lie fcnew what I could do If I chose; he
recognized the trump card I he.d, and he

ODDS AND ENL

If the horsewoman's habit In Its Spartan
severity Is as uninteresting as a frock can

be her array of equestrian accesorles does
not lack a certain sort of tallor-mnde
plcturesqueness. Her hats in themsehes
form a department worthy of notice. Her
gauntlets, her boots, her collarettes, and
the rest of her outfit, all have, as she
herself might say, "points."

. . _ .

She is allowed a good deal of latitude
In the matter of headgear nowadays. On

Spring mornings in the park she may
wear a sailor. This Is a great concession
tb her. At more ceremonious times she

UNCONSCIOUS REPARTEE.

She was a sweet-voiced, languid South¬
ern woman. If you had asked her she
would doubtless have sworn that she had
not a prejudice In the world. Probably,
too. If you had known her you would only
have observed her gentle manner and mild

eves, and it would never have occurred to
jou that somewhere in her heart she nurse

the latent prejudice of her country for

negroes. She was walking slowly through
the corridor of a big downtown hotel look¬
ing for some one to carry a card to a

friend, when her eyes fell upon a colored
attendant. She beckoned to him, but with
the Independence and unconcern of the
Northern negro he waited for her to ap¬
proach and state her bidding.
She looked at him haughtily, and then

she said, slowly and with disapproving
Intonation;
"Are you all colored here?"
.'No. miss," he answered, quickly, "de

guests am white."

TULIPS FOR DECORATING.

Tulips of many petals are favorite dinner
table decorations. They are almost as thlck-
petalled as roses, and come in deep, rich
red and In striped pinks. Their artificial
imitations are used for hat adornments.

took tlie best means In his power to buy
my silence."

I gave a cry of fierce triumph.
"So.the secret is out! It was to save

me, as he thought, that my father parted
with his treasure!"
The blackmailer gave no answer. Ferhaps

it was some degree of wormwood to him
tbat his rage had committed him to an
avowal his cooler deviltry would have kept
back.

I went and stood close up against him,
daring him with the manliness he lacked.
"You are a contemptible, dastardly pol¬

troon,'/ I said, with all the coldest scorn I
could muster in my burning anger.
He smarted back a little and his face went

yellow.
"If I had killed my brother in good real¬

ity, I would go to n>y hanging with Joy if
the ony alternative were buying my safety
from such a slimy, crawling reptile as

you!"
"If?" he echoed, with a pale effort at an¬

other laugh.
" 'If' was what I said. Pretty doctor you,

not to know, as I have since found out,
that the boy died by other means than
drowning!"
In an ungovernable burst of fury I took

him by the throat and drove him back
against the table.and he offered no resis¬
tance.
"You dog!" I cried. "Oh, you dog. you

dog! You did know it, of course, and you
had the devil's heart to lie to my father
and boat him down In the dust for your
own filthy ends. Had I a hand In my
brother's death? You know I had not any
more than you.perhaps not so much!"
On the snap of the thought I spurned

him from me and staggered back.
"Why," I cried, staring at him standing

cowering and sullen before me. "Had you,
if the truth were known? You were In the
house that night!"
He choked once or twice and, smoothing

down the apple In his throat with a

nervous hand, came out of his corner a

pace or two.
"You can put two and two together," he

said In a shrill voice, defiant still, but
with a whining ring In It. "What Interest
could I possibly have In murdering your
brother? For ihe rest.you may be right."
"And you can say It and plume your¬

self upon having successfully traded on the
lie?"
"Yes," he said, with a recovering grin,

"I think I can."
I turned from him, sick at his mere pres¬

ence.
"And now," said he, "I Intend to trade

upon the truth."
I forced myself to face round upon him

again.
"The boy," he said, looking down

hatefully and shifting some papers on the
table with his flnger-tlps, "It was obvious
to any but the merest Ignoramus, never
died of drowning."
"How then?"
"From the appearances.of strangulation,

I should say."
"Strangulation? Who"
"Do you want these trifles back? Ask

your father flrst wljy he had Modred's
braces In his pocket the morning after?
He was verj drunk that night.furiously
drunk; and ns left me alone In the parlor
for awhile."

Chap. 34..I Visit a Grave.
All that nignt I tossed and tossed, in

vain effort to court the sleep that should
quench the fever in my racked and be¬
wildered brain. I had trodden upon an
adder to crush It. and It had wriggled from
under my foot and snapped Its tooth Into
my flesh, and the poison coursed rapidly
through me.
My errand had been a failure. In every

sense but the purely personal. It had been
a failure. Ana now, Indeed, that personal
side was the one that least concerned me.
I had long stood acquitted at the bar of my
own conscience, and as to every other soul
In whom I was interested. It seemed that a
single false step on my part might lead to
the destruction of any one of them.

It was a Gordian knot to unravel.a bit¬
ter dark maze that destiny had consigned
me to. Where could I look for the least
comfort or assistance?
My father had glanced anxiously at me

when I returned the evening before.
"It has been ns you prophesied," I said.

"The man Is a devil."
He gave a heavy sigh and dropped his

head.
"What did he tell you?" he muttered.
"He told me lies, father, I feel sure. But

he is too cunning a villain to play without
a second card up his sleeve."
The old man raised imploring eves to myface. His wofulness pierced my heart.
"Dad!" I cried, "is it true that you have

bought his silence all these years for mysake?"
At that he rose to his feet suddenly.
"No word of that!" he shrieked; "not a

word! I can't bear It!*'
I looked at him, with my throat swelling.
"I'll not refer to It, If you wish It," I

said, gently.
"I do wish It. What does It amount to?

How could I do otherwise? How could I
do less?"
"Very well, dad. I'll keep my gratitude

In my heart."
"Gratitude!" he seemed greatly excited.

His voice was broken with emotion. "Grat¬
itude to me? For what? For driving you
from home? for dealing out your inherit¬
ance piecemeal to that hungry vulture yon¬
der? You kill me with your cruelty."

>S FOR THE WOM:

is required to assume one of three styles
of riding hat.a derby, a short, square-
looking silk hat, or a somewhat taller,
less square-looking one. Frivolous young
persons tie long tulle veils around the
silk hats and allow them to float In the
breeze as they gallop along.
Collarettes are of plain linen or of tulle,

mounted upon silk in a severe, chemisette
style. The tulle Is folded over a collar
and ties In a big bow beneath the chin.
Stocks and bows of satin are made In the
same style. The linen chemisettes are

embroidered, tucked or made perfectly

FOR THE SUMMERHOMB.

Bedspreads of blue and white India mus¬

lin make the latest contribution to the
Delft room. Heretofore It has been pos¬
sible only to obtain curtains or material
by the yard from which to fashion the
bed covering. These later contributions are

convenient, as well as decorative.

Simple cushions are the rule for Summer
use. Plain covtrs with finish of heavy
cotton cord matching the color of the ma¬
terial are much seen.

The Wedgwood pottery has taken on a
new form. In addition to the familiar
blues It now appears In a sage green that
Is eminently cool looking and suited to
Summer decoration.

Every provision seems to have been made
for the encouragement of piazza flirtation
and the possible outcome of Fall weddings.
The latest to appear is a tete-a-tete chair
of Oriental mate, whose luxury a!one is
enough to.keep any couple enchanted.

Neither a silver tea strainer nor one of
gold is absolutely correct. Since experts
have discovered that the purest metal is
harmful only fine china matching the cups
is allowed on tables of the better sort.

"Father!" I cried, amazed.
,"No no, Reualt! You dou t mean to be.

But you mustn't talk of it.you ?It's a lone knife in my soul.e\er> w°ra.
The one thing I might have done for you
I failed In. That wild girl, Renalt ;that
vou loved.oh! A little more watchfulness
on my part, a little less selfishness, might

brofe downaymoment: then went on
a rough '.Ob: "You ,U?k I love you

and I want you to think It, but.If you
onlv knew all."

+r,"I know enough. I hold you nothing to
blame In nil vou have referred to.
He waved "me from him, entreating me

to leave him alone awhile, and he was so
nnstrung that 1 thought It best to comply.
But now a new ghost vexed the probleiii

that ever endured with me, shaking my

very soul in Its waking, and it
was the spectre of the black¬
mailer's raising.
Was it possible.was it P^s"

slble that my father that night
.in some tit of drunken sav-
agery

I put the thought from me
with loathing, but It returned
again and again. Yet It came
onlv as an unclean postulate-
one of many. My life turned
miserably now on a wheel 01
suspicion. It was my fate to
look with a sidelong glance at
all men.
One fair morning It occurred

to me to go and look upon the "rvVi ^OUgrave I had never yet visited. UU
i'erhaps, 1 thought, I should- .ifind Inspiration there. This vengeful, bewild
ered pursuit-1 did not know
should be able to endure it. It* astern
ble to live under the Incessant strain
terrible In Its nature; ^rrlVlt thP latter Ibilitles. Sometimes, reviewing the latt ,

felt as If It would be best to abandon the
chase then and there; to yWdth«chlmera
to fate to resolve as she might Judge fit
never to resolve at all, perhaps, ^nen tue

T^ftcclep.t Church, In the yard of which
Modred was burled. Btands no great d
tnnce away upon a Blope or tne steep um

that shuts In the east quarter of Vv }Pu JTtfl Rciuat tower lies among the trees like amonolithic fragment tumbled from a quanyTd rooted iX the thicket that received
"v T no8Sed from the road through the
llttte eate in the yard boundaries a gar-

§1
abT0Dtaused in Indecision. For the first timej pauseu

that I had made no ln-it occurred to me that i naa
thep.,qniry as to the P^sltl°°n °krno/ if the sitc«rahv '

restlng place was marked by stone
cr ^ther humbler monument. While I stood?he sound of a voice cheerily singing came
to me from the further side of a laure
wh that stood up from the grass a rood
away I walked round it and came plump"non my philosophical friend ot the

AN WHO RIDES.

plain.
, ..

_The boots are combined of patent leather
and French kid. They are very high,
reaching quite to the equestrian tights,
which come below the knees. The tights,
by the way, have entirely superseded
the old-fashioned riding trousers. They are
of elastic webbing and tie about the waist
and below the knees with satin ribbons.
The belt, which is particularly dear to

the heart of the feminine rider, Is of
leather with clasps of leather on the
side. Crash Is also used for riding belts,
and handkerchiefs of grass linen which
match the belts In color accompany them.

PAUL REVERE'S IMITATOR.
Little Julia Bates, of Coha*set, is twelve

years old. She has read of the midnight
ride of Paul Revere and has been duly
Impressed thereby. She is now enjoying
a local renown quite equal, at present, to
the famous silversmith's, even though it is
not likely to go down in history In the
sama way. On a bicycle, sha has imitated
him.
The other morning when fhe awoke she

smelled smoke, but, being only twelve yean
o'd and a fairly constant attendant at vil¬
lage bonfires, she wis not alarmed. While
she was at breakfast, however, she saw
that her father's stables were on fire.
The Bates house Is situated in the out¬

skirts of Cohasset. Little Miss Julia
promptly rushed for her bicycle, and, In the
twinkling of an eye, was "scorching" into
the town. She had aroused the .lcighbois
and started v.p the fire department In a
few minutes, and In a few more she was at
home, carrying the furniture which was
saved from the wreck into a neighbor's
house. Thanks to her speed, most of her
father's property was saved.
Th? particularly Interesting feature of the

story is that Miss Julia 'earned to ride the
bicycle last Summer under mild parental
protest.

»

"weirs," knee deep in a grave that he was
lustily excavating.
"Hullo," I said, and "Hullo," he an¬

swered.
"You seem to find your task a pleasant

one?" said I.
"Ah!" he said, "what makes 'ee think

thart, now?"
He leaned upon his spade and criticised

me.
"You sing at i, don't you?"
"Mebbe I do. Men sing sometimes, I've

heard, when they've got the horrors on
'em."
"Have you got the horrors, then?"
"Not in the sense o' drink, though may¬

hap I've had them, too, in my time."
He passed the back of his hand across

his lips; lifted his cap to scratch his fore¬
head and resumed his former position.

dog I" I cried "you did know it."
"Look'ee here," he said, "I stand in a

grave, I do. I've dug two fut down. He
could wake to a whisper so be as you laid
him there. Did he lift his arm, his fingers
'ud claw in the air like a forked rardlsh.
I go a fut deeper.and he'd struggle to
bust himself out, and, not succeeding,
there'd be a little swelling in the soil above
there cracked like the top of a loaf. I go
another fut, and he's saf-j to lie, but he d
hear anything louder than a bart's whistle
yet. At two yard he'll rot as straight and
dumb as a dead arder."
"What then?" I said.
"What then?" Why. this: Digging here,

week in week out, I thinks to myself, what
If they buried me six feet deep some day
before the life was out o' me."
"Why should they?"
"Why shouldn't they? Men have been

buried quick before now, and why not.
me?"

I laughed, but looking at him I noticed
that his forehead was wet with beads of
perspiration not called forth by his labor.
So even this burly fellow knew a stalking
skeleton at bis heels.
"Well," I said, "so much for sexton's

philosophy. I should have thought custom
would have killed that bugbear."
"Aye," he said, grimly. "Them as passes

the dead house on yonder hill gives little
thought to what may lie in it, while they're
climbing for the view. You must dig graves
to understand 'em."
"How long have you been digging, then?"
"Six year come Martlemas."
He resumed his labor for awhile, and I

stood watching him and pondering. Pre-
ently I said: "You burled my brother,
then?"
"Aye," he answered, heaving out a big

clod of earth with an effort, so strained

WHAT WOMEN ARE DOING.
They Are Experts in Mining,

Tramping, Journalism and
What Not?

They Are Also Volunteer Firemen,
Circus Riders and Bank

Cashiers.

Out In Montana there is a woman who
unites in her own person the various of¬
fices of bank cashier, president, board of
directors, teller and bookkeeper. The town
where this phenomenon exists is Forsythe,
and her name Is Miss Mabel Kennedy. The
banking interests of the place are not
enormous. The town has a population of
400, and Miss Kennedy passes upon all se¬
curities offered, makes the loans, receives
deposits, draws exchange, keeps the books,
and in fact does all the work of the bank.
She is only eighteen years old, and is
pretty.
Out in Jeansvllle, N. J., the women have

achieved renown by the efficiency of their
work in a fire which threatened to destroy
the village. When the fire broke out, all
the men were at work, and it devolved
upon the women to save their homes. They
promptly formed a bucket brigade, and
worked so valiantly that none of the
houses were destroyed.
Miss Nellie Reid is a young woman who

has demonstrated that the accomplishments,
of the rich may be turned into the weapons
of the poor against poverty. She is the
daughter of a well-to-do English squire, and
she had the well-born English girl's cus¬

tomary skill as an equestrienne. Her father
died, leaving the family fortunes badly
involved. Thereupon Miss Reid, Instead of
trying to be a second-rate governess or a

"geuteel" companion, became a professional
rider. Thereby she gained a title and a

husband, for while riding a jumping horse
on the Flnden Downs, Worthing, Eng¬
land, she fell under the eye of Count
Giuseppe Maurovlch, then representing
his Government as Consul at King's Lynn,
and he fell in love with her. They were
married shortly after. But the Count's
possessions have not been sufficiently largo
to prevent Miss lteid's still adorning the
circus track.

Out in Colorado Mrs. A. 51. Orcutt is
winning health fame and riches, all at one

fell stroke, by her work as a mining ex¬

pert. She came from Massachusetts to
Colorado an invalid, and her delicate
health, combined with a desire for riches,
was her incentive for the step In mining.

that It seemed to twist his face into a
sort of leering grin.
"I can guess your panacea for most evils

.even that nightmare one," I said. "I
was ill when my brother died, and have
lived since in Loudon. I don't know where
he lies. Show me, and I'll give you the
price of a drink."
He Jumped out of the pit with alacrit'

and flung his coat over his shoulders, ty
ing the dangling arms across his breast.
"Thart's easy arned," he cried, hilarlou

ly. "Come along," and he clumped c
across the grass.
"See there!" he said, suddenly stoppli

me and pointing to a mangy and negleet<
mound that lay under a corner of ti
yard wall.
"Is that It?"
He looked me a moment before he an

swered. Through all his hoartincss ther
was a queer suggestion of craft In the fel
low's face that puzzled me.

"It might be for it's state," he said,
"but it isn't it. You may as soon grow
beans In snow as grass on a murdered
marn's grave."
"Does a murdered man lie there?"
"Aye. A matter of ten year ago, It may

be. He wur found one Summer morn in a
ditch by the battery yon, and his skull
split wi' a billhook. Nubbody to this day
knows his name or him as did it."
A grim tragedy to end in this quiet gar¬

den of death. The atmosphere of the place
lay less peacefully upon my soul than It
had done.
We moved on again, not so far, and my

guide pointed down.
"There he lies." he said,
A poor shallow little heap of rough soil

grown compact with years. A few.a very
few.blades of rank grass standing up from
it, starved and stiff like the bristles on a

hog's back. All around the barrows
stretched green and kindly. Only here and
on that other were sordid desolation. No
stone, no boards, no long-lifeless flower
even to emphasize the irony of an epitaph.
Nothing but entire Indifference and the
withering footmark of time.
"I mind the day," said the sexton. Look¬

ing ower the hedge yon I see Yokes s pig
running, wi' a straw in's mouth. We shall
have rain,' says I, and rain it did wl a

will. Three o' them came wi' the coffin.
the old marn and a young 'un.hlra ud be
your brother now.and the long doctor fro
Chis'll. In the arternoon, as I was garther-
ing up my tools, the old mam came back
my hlsself and chucked a sprig oJ verv n

>11 the mound. 'Oho,' thinks I, that 11 be
to keep the devil fro' walking.' .The storm
druv up while he wur starndlng there and
sent him scuttling. I tuk shelter 1 the
church, and when I come out by and by,
there wur the witch-weed gone.washed
fro' the grave, you'll say, and I'll not con¬

tradict ye; but the devil knows his oyyn.
"What do you mean?"
He turned and spat behind him before an¬

swering. . ,, . ..
"He died o' cold 1' the inside, eh?
"Something of that sort. The doctor's

certificate said so."
"Ah!" He took off his cap again and

rnbbed his hot head all overwith a whlsp
of handkerchief. "Supposing he d been laid
two fut and no more.it wur a smarl mat-
ter arter the rain to bust the lid and stick
his fingers through." .. .

"A small matter, perhaps, for a living

He glanced sidelong at me, then gingerly
pecked at the mound with his foot. .

"No grass'll ever grow there, said he.
"That remains to be seen.'
I took a sixpence from my pocket ana

held it out to him.
"Look here," I said, take this, and I 11

give you one'every week If you'll do your
best to make and keep It like.like the

0tHp put^out his hand Instinctively, but

"If. no marner «.

good."
"Try "

"I'd rather not. Good marning to ye,
and he turned his back on me

straight off, with his shoulders hunched up
to his ears.

. ... . . ...

I watched his going rnoodl y, but with
no great surprise. It was small matter for
wonder that Modred's death should have
roused uncanny suspicions among the ig¬
norant and superstitious who knew of us

The.mystery tfc.-.t -^rhung our-wfe«ie
manner of life was sufficient to account

f°Forhlone after the sexton had resumed his
work.so long, indeed, that when I rose to

go, only his head and shoulders bobbed
up and down above the rim pit he
was digging.I sat on the grass beside that
poor sterile mound and sought inspiration

°*But no voice spoke to me from Its depths.

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began in the Journal April 27.

A Supplement of the Journal
containing the first seven chap¬
ters of " The {Mill of Silence"
will be mailed to any address
upon receipt of a two cen t

stamp.
When the western portion of the Pike's Peak

forest reservation was thrown open, Mrs.

Orcutt rode over miles of the territdry and

planted thirty location stakes, establishing
her claim to about 300 acres of valuable
mineral land. Later she sold the claims
to parties in Montana, and now has ths
assessment work done on ten more, and Is

fast getting the others in proper shape.
She keeps a number of men at work on the

properties constantly, and Is working in a

systematic, Intelligent manner. She looks
for leads before doing actual work, and

operates much on the same plan as an old-
timer would who has a knowledge of

formation, general geological features, etc.

Her success as a prospector Is now past
gainsaying.
Miss Mae Atwater is the youngest wo¬

man journalift In Indiana, and she Is not a

mere hireling of a large paper, either. She
is the guiding genius of the Hamlet
Tribune, a six-column, six-page publication,
of which she is proprietor and editor.

Miss Jennie Baker and Miss Lucy Bor¬
deaux are two young women who undertook
to tramp from Los Angeles to San Fran¬
cisco. But their courage gave out, as was

not unnatural. They garbed themselves In
bloomers and Jackets, and, with more en¬

thusiasm than foresight, started on their

Journey without food and very little money.
Accidents were not to be taken into con¬
sideration, and the Journey after all was
only several hundred miles. The road Is
not the best in California. The sand on
the highway was scorching hot, and the
north wind was blistering to faces unac¬
customed to exposure. The girl tramps
suffered on the way. Once or twice they
wanted to sit down and cry, but each was
ashamed to confess to the other that she
was suffering and heartily wished she was
home again. Hour after hour they tramped
along, until the thin soles of their shoes
were worn by the sand, and their feet,
hands and faces were swollen and blistered.
Finally they begged Vides, and reached SaD
Francisco disgusted with their profession.

AN EA.ST SIDE EXPRIENC E.

A curious characteristic of New York Is
the extraordinary mixture of languages
that has come about within the last few

years. Few people living on Fifth avenue

or its short side-street tributaries, realize
that there are miles of this city where
English is either not spoken at all or

brokenly, where there 1* a mixture of
tongues as confusing as ever made trouble
on the Tower of Babel.
A Itussian emfgrant who settled on the

East Side studied Germau six years before
she discovered it was not the language of
the country. She was not a stupid woman
but her tenement and her street w

German and her world dW not reach
yond.


